

^wNtrj flavour s wjv. 

Peace, for I will not faauc to doc with you 
Rof, Nor (hall not, if! doc as I intend * 

Bcr. Speakcfor yourfclues, my wit is at an end. 

fo Se T “i VSrWC “ 

The faircftisconfeffion. 

Were you not here but cueu now difcuis’d ? 

Kin. Madam, I was. ® 

£1*1' And were you well aduis’d? 

Kin . I was fairc Madam. 

When you then were heere, 

Whac did you whifper in you r Ladies earc ? 

King. That more then all the world T did „r„ a i. 

• p ii.w tat 5^t!SSSte 

A . Vpon mine Honour no* 

^ 5 . Peace, pcacc^orb^arc: 

Your oath once broke, you forcenct to fcrfweare. 

iTlJuf^T 1 blC8ke ‘Wsoathofmme. 

\X 7 U~i-l ^ ] i 2n i lIl€ref,r;re feec P<t it Rofa/ine , 

What did the Ruffian whifpe in your care .? 

Rof. Madam, hefwore that he did hold medearc 

As precious eye. fight, and did value me 
A bouc this world : adding thereto moreouer. 

That he would wed me,or elfedie my Loucr. 

G °d giue theeioy of him; the Noble Lord 
Molt honourably doth vphold his word. 

Kin. Whatmeaneyou Madame? 

By my life, my troth, 

I neuerfwore this Ladic fuch an oth. 

Rof By heauen you did ; and to confimie it plaine 
ycu gaue me this : But take it firagaine. 

Kmg M y fakh and this, the PrincclTe I did eiuc, 

j knewherbyrhislewellonherflecuc. S 
£& Pardon me Cr,thislewelldtdlbe weare 
thanke him) is my d tare. 

Whac? /‘/ill you haue me, or your Pearle againc> 

Bar. Neither of cither I remit both twaine. ' 

-icc the tnckcon’t : Hecre wasa confent, 

^Mowing aforehaod of our merriment, 


Loues Labours lojl . 

To da(h it likea Chriftmas Comedie. 

Some carry -rale, foracpleafe-manJomeflightZanie, 

Some mumbUmewes,foractrenchcr-knight,fome Dick, 

That fmiles his checke in yeeres, and knowes the trick 
To make my Ladie laugh, when file’s difpos’d; 

Told our intents before; which once difclos’d. 

The Ladies d.d change Fauours, and then wc 
Following the figacs, woo’d but the ligne of (hfe. 

Now to our penuric, to 3dde more terror, 

We are againe forlworne in will and error. 

Much vpon this tis : and might not you 
Forefiall our fporc, to make vs thus vmrue .? 

Doe you not know my Ladiesfooc by’th fquier? 

And laugh vpon the app le of her eye. 

Anditand betweeneher backcfir, and the fire, 

H olding 3 trencher, ielfing merrilie ? 

You put our Page out : go, you ate alowd. 

Die when you will, a frnocke fhall beyour (hrowd. 

You leere vpon me, doe you? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden fword. 

Boy. Full merrily hath this braue Manager, this carreere 
bene run. 

Ber. Loe,he is tilting ftraighc. Peace, I haue don. 

Enter Clowne. 

Welcome pure wit, thou part ft a faire fray. 

do. O Lord fir. chry would know. 

Whether the three Worthies .luilconu in, or no. 

Ber. What, are there but three ? , 

C!o. No fir, but ic is v^ra fine. 

For eu eric one purfiei its three. 

Ber. A <d three citnes thrice is nine. 

Clo. Not fo fir, vnder correction fir, I hope it i« not Co. 

W ( M can f uie y°«^ vveknow what we 
Know . I hope hr three times thrice fir. 

Bcr, Is not nine, 

O or ** Vnder correction fir, we know where- vntill it doth 
amount. 

£ ~?- IouCf lalwayestookethree threesfor nine. 

CloW* 
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